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The editors of the "Flamingo" present this last 
issue as a bulletin of the results of the short story 
contest conducted among the high schools of the 
United States. 
It is gratifying to the sponsors of the contest to 
find in the stories which took first, second and third 
prizes, so high a degree of excellence both in style 
and concept, and a promise of future accomplishment 
necessarily surpassing the present achievement. It is 
interesting to observe that all three of the selections 
are notable for a basic delicacy and sensitivity o_f 
theme and treatment weighted and saved from pre­
cociousness by a vein of realism. 
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Cedarwood ,and Satin 
By BETTY Lou SCHOENING 
First Prize Flamingo Short Story Contest 
I
T WAS cold in the room. There was no 
heat except from the big range in the 
corner. Fire gleamed red under the 
lifted stove-lids, but beyond a small circle of 
warmth, it was as chilly as if there were no 
fire at all. Emily bounced up and down on 
the spring couch to keep warm, and watched 
Pete on the other side of the room. Pete was 
reading a book. He looked queer bending 
over to see the pages. His suit was too big 
and he was hunched up in it like a scarecrow. 
Once he threw back his head to brush away 
a strand of hair that fell in his eyes. He 
scowled at her saying, "Quit that jumping, 
can't you?" She didn't pay any attention to 
him. She was making a rhythm out of her 
bouncing, making the couch creak in time 
with the swaying squeak of Grandma's rock­
ing chair and in time with the moving shad­
ows under it. Almost she could find words 
to fit the rhythm. They would come little by 
little, and then Pete would toss his head im­
patiert ly again or the kerosene lamp would 
die down a little and the shadows would 
change and the words would be gone. 
There were two lamps, one on the table 
and one above the workbench, and the light 
from them was yellow and oily and the smell 
of kerosene was everywhere. None of the 
farm houses around here had electricity ex­
cept the Comstocks, but Emily could look 
through the window and see their lights burn 
white and far, and she had seen the glitter-
where the clerks just pressed a button and all 
ing stores in Mainville on Saturday night, 
the lights flashed on at once. Now the flame 
flickered, and the words came stronger than· 
ever. 
"Old John Cornstalk .... " 
Deliberately, it seemed, the hammer broke 
the rhythm. Its sharp rat-a-tat-tat sounded 
shrill and sudden. Grandma's rocker slowed, 
and the flame was still. Near the stove, bent 
over his bench, Dad worked, shavings falling 
on the thin knees of his dirty overalls. Be­
side him was a saw, on the other side of the 
bench, a hammer and a box of nails. And 
slowly the thing he made was taking shape. 
Emily stared at its outlines. The wood was 
smooth and fragrant, filling the room with 
the clean smell of cedar. 
She quit bouncing and leaned over to look 
at the jerky movements of the hammer in 
her father's hand. "Rat-a-tat-tat!" "Old 
John Cornstalk .... " 
Mother, sitting at the table, stopped sew­
ing for a moment and looked too. Pete 
closed his book, keeping his fingers in the 
place he had been reading His voice sounded 
almost as if he were talking to himself. 
"Remember the time he wanted his corn­
crib fixed," he said, "and gave the job to that 
company in Mainville? Remember how he 
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drove by here in his new car, sitting in the 
fron·t seat like he was God Almighty?" 
Mother didn't answer. She looked like a 
tree, Emily thought, rough and brown and 
twisted. She held the needle awkwardly, and 
her coarse shoes tapped the floor as she sewed. 
She was darning socks, straining to see her 
work by lamplight. 
Over in the corner, Garndma's rocking 
stopped short. "Thats no way to speak, 
Peter," she said. "That's blasphemy against 
the Lord. 'And the Lord will not hold him 
guiltless who taketh His name in vain.' " 
Emily bounced impatiently. Grandma's 
voice irritated her. "Well it's true," she 
spoke suddenly. "He did sit up like God 
Almighty. Remember how he used, to come 
to church every Easter in a new suit? And 
go up to offering first, so when everybody 
else went they could see the dollar bill he 
put on the collection plate?" 
Dad said, "Hand me that box of nails up 
on the shelf, Pete I got to get this done' to­
night." 
Emily went over and sat down on the floor 
beside the workbench. The thing that was 
growing there felt smooth and hard, and it 
was not too deep or narrow. She took the 
box of nails from Pete and handed them to 
Dad, running his fingers along the edge of 
the wood. "Old Cornstalk," she said softly. 
She could picture him now, short and stocky 
and straight as the trimmed hedge, which 
made a wall of green around his garden. 
"Old Skinflint," she said, louder this time. 
"Speak no ill of the dead." It was Grand­
ma again, and her voice was a monotone like 
the squeaking of her chair. "John Comstock 
was a Christian man who served his maker. 
It dont' make any difference what you say 
now. He's gone to his reward." 
r 
Pete frowned and put his book on the table. 
In the light his face looked even whiter than 
it was. "Looks to me like he didnt' need to 
go any place for his reward. My gosh, he 
had chicken every Sunday and a whole room 
full of books. And the couch in his living 
room was made of solid mahogany." 
Mother brushed some shavings off the 
table and hummed as she sewed. Nobody 
said anything, and the lamp flickered as if 
there were a wind. Emily went back to the 
couch and lay full length on it, and the ham­
mer sounded twice as loud and the shadows 
made pictures on the walls. Over at the 
Comstock house now all the lights would be 
on and there would be candles in the front 
bedroom where John Comstock lay. And to­
night when Dad finished and Bob Comstock 
had come with the sleigh and gone again, 
John Comstock would lie in the parlor, his 
face toward the light. 
Mother was speaking anxiously, sewing 
steadily as she spoke. "You'll get it done to­
night won't you?" 
"No he won't." Grandma's words were 
a torrent of sound. "He's never made one 
before. He wasn't meant to make it." She 
rocked steadily, and the pounding stopped. 
"It's a good job," said Dad. "A damn 
good job Good enough for any Comstock." 
"They should have bought it in Main­
ville." Grandma was insistent. "You never 
had a job from them yet. You never made 
a coffin." 
Mothers' lips tightened and her motions 
were jerky. Pete stared toward Grandma's 
corner, a dull something in his eyes. Emily 
sat up frowning. Dad could make a coffin 
as good as any they could buy. He was a 
first rate carpenter, even if he couldn't farm. 
"They couldn't drive to Mainville while 
the roads are blocked with snow," said Pete. 
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He spoke the words carefully, as if he wanted 
to say others. "Anyway, it's worth ten dol­
lars when Dad finishes it." 
A ten dollar job! That's what they were 
all thinking really. That's what filled the 
room with such a tense feeling. Emily kicked 
the couch with her heels and watched the red 
fire flicker in the stove. Ten dollars. Ten 
dollars could mean food; plenty of common 
food in North Dakota for ten dollars, even 
if prices were higher than they had been. It 
could mean warm clothes and covers. It 
could mean medicine and a bed for Stephen 
-medicine and a bed!
From the other side of the room came a
low, whimpering cry. Like a puppy, thought 
Emily, or an animal of some kind. That's 
what you'd think would be lying in the folded 
blankets stretched across two chairs-an ani­
mal that would whimper that way, in little 
short gasps. 
Mother laid her sewing on the table and 
walked over there, and Emily watched with 
a dull ache in her heart as she pushed the 
blankets aside. He was so little, Stephen 
was, and his light hair curled a little bit 
around your finger. Emily brushed it every 
day, and if ,he were stronger it would be shin­
ing and wavy. Mother picked Stephen up, 
and Emily's heart hurt even more when she 
saw the baby's head sort of hung over moth­
er's arm. He didn't even look up, and his 
face was grayish white. 
"Stevie," she said softly, "Stevie, smile." 
He looked up a little, but he didn't smile. 
He'd be such a cute baby if he weren't sick, 
thought Emily. Cute, and smart too. He 
wasn't two years old yet, and before he was 
sick he could say, "Mama" and "Em'ly," and 
cry "Ba" when he was hungry. 
Mother bent over him and said, "Hungry, 
Stevie?" Dad's hammer was still for a min­
ute, and he was looking over at them, anx-
iously. Pete was looking too, and his face 
was shadowed. Grandma's rocker was never 
still. Stephen had stopped crying, but he 
didn't make any sound, or even look at the 
bottle of milk that mother took off the stove 
and gave to him before she slipped him back 
under the blankets. 
"He's not hungry." It was Garndma. "It 
ain't natural he should be that way-never 
eating or taking any notice. That child won't 
live, Mary." 
"Don't say that " Emily couldn't help 
the terrible feeling of fright that Grandma's 
words gave her. "It's a lie!" She bent over 
Stephen and touched his hair. It was so fine 
-and it did curl. When she straightened
the curl it snapped back again. And his skin
was soft. "Drink your milk, Stevie," she
whispered. The wall against which two
chairs were pushed to make a three •sided bed
for the baby, was cold. "Can't we put him
on the bed for awhile, mother?" she asked.
"It's no use," answered mother. "We'll 
just have to move him back there again .. I
had him on the bed all day ,but I want him 
to go to sleep here." 
"He's warm enough," Pete said. He 
sounded as if he wanted to believe it. 
But it was cold against the wall and Steph­
en's thin fingers relaxed and the bottle 
slipped down. Emily stayed there, kneeling 
on the floor to watch him, and once he opened 
his eyes and looked at her. His eyes were 
so pale and so large. Funny for a baby­
tired and old looking. "Drink your milk, 
Stevie darling." The hammer was pounding 
again. 
John Comstock's little grandson had a real 
nursery, blue and white, and a nurse in a 
stiff white uniform. Stephen's eyes were 
closing, and his eyelashes were pale golden at 
the ends. John Comstock's little grandson 
had straight brown hair; Stephen's hair curled 
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around your finger. The bottle was slipping 
down into the blankets. 
Emily felt stiff from kneeling on the floor 
as she stood up. "Daddy," she said, "will 
they give you a. ten dollar bill or ten ones?" 
She; had always wanted to see ten dollars all 
at once. 
Dad didn't answer he was working hard. 
There were wrinkles between his eyes as he 
worked. 
Pete was shaking a box of nails absent 
mindedly, and they rattled in time to the 
pounding. "They'll give us the money any­
way," he said, "and we'll go down and buy 
groceries." His voice was unexpectedly bitter. 
"Well," said mother sharply, "a person 
would think you didn't want groceries." 
Pete didnt' say anything, but Emily knew 
he was thinking of all the books he would 
like to have, and the paper to write on and 
everything like that. He had told her about 
them so often, and he couldn't understand 
why she didn't want books and nice clothes 
as much as she wanted things for Stephen. 
"We could get a bed for Stevie," Emily 
suggested. 
Mother shook her head. "If we just get 
enough food so we don't have to go on relief 
for awhjle, your father will have the doctor 
for Stephen again and pay him in the spring," 
she said. "Maybe if there's some wood left 
over, Dad can make a bed for him." 
There wouldn't be though. There would 
be just enough for old John Comstock. There 
wouldn't have been this fresh smelling, clean 
edged wood if John Comstock hadn't planned 
to have two huge cedar chests built for the 
hall. He would have kept linen in them, 
perhaps-white linen against deep, reddish 
wood. And yesterday Bob' Comstock had 
brought it over in the sleigh, saying, "See 
what you can do with this. We'll have to 
have some sort of a coffin. There's a road 
cleared through to the cemetery but we'd 
have a devil of a time getting to town on 
snowshoes, and the horses would never make 
the drifts." But there would be just enough 
cedar wood-with a few bits left over may­
be-little bits that Dad would whittle into 
shapes. 
Emily frowned and picked up a shaving. 
When she straightened it out, it snapped back 
again, like Stephen's curls She stretched it 
out and snapped it back, over and over again. 
Back in the corner Grandma was saying, 
"Well, the Lord giveth and the Lord taketh 
away. They're having a funeral service for 
him tomorrow, Mary." 
Dad hit a nail wrong and it bent over, so 
he had to pull it out. "What the hell do 
we care about his funeral?" he said through 
clenched teeth. "He's dead ain't he? What 
the hell-." His voice subsided into mut­
tered grumbling. Grandma rocked protest­
ingly. Pete grinned. 
"He sure is dead," he said. "He wouldn't 
be giving us this job if he was alive. Old 
skinflint'd probably make it himself." 
Mother put her sewing away. She moved 
awkwardly, and her shadow followed her on 
the wall. Sometimes Emily was afraid of 
shadows; Mother's, irregular and bent, 
Dad's, thin and ghostly; all of them black 
and strange, almost more real than the 
people they belonged to. Even her own, 
small and loose, bouncing behind her on the 
wall, was frightening. She was on the couch 
again, and she drew back away from the 
shadows. 
Moth�r said, "I'll sew the lining now, if
you'll give me the measurements. It's be­
ginning to look real nice." 
Daddy gave her a piece of paper. "I 
wrote it down the way they told me," he said. 
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Emily went to the closet to take out the 
cloth. 
Bob Comstock had left the cloth with the 
cedar wood. "We couldn't let him lie in a 
bare coffin," he had explained. "Aunt Ann 
sent this from New York a year ago to make 
dresses for Ma or the girls, and they never 
put it to any use." He was calm and casual 
as he held out the package. And the cloth, 
wrapped in tissue paper, was yards and yards 
of smooth, cool, satin. Emily unwrapped it 
now and touched it to her cheek. Cool satin, 
as cool as water against your face, and a mil­
lion times softer. Pete whistled. 
"I bet he never slept in anything as rich 
as that in his life." 
Mother didn't pay any attention. She was 
figuring, her face thoughtful. There was 
cotton, too, wrapped in a separate package, 
to make a padding underneath the satin. 
Dad was smoothing the edges of the oblong 
box, smoothing and planing and finishing. 
The wood shone in the light. 
Emily wraped a fold of the cloth around 
her shoulders. "It's so soft," she whispered 
.to herself. "Satin soft dress for a princess." 
"Damn it," said Pete, "he won't even feel 
it. He wouldn't know the difference if it was 
cheesecloth." 
"Hush up, Pete," said Mother She 
touched the cloth. "It does feel nice. Nice 
and soft." Her rough hands caught on the 
fabric. "If I could wear something like this 
once .... "
Across the room, Stephen stirred in his 
sleep. Emily caught up the cloth. It was 
so smooth. Stephen should feel it. His 
blankets were rough and woolen and coarse. 
She carried the cloth over to where he lay. 
"Emily! Don't let him touch that. He'll 
get it dirty. Put it down on the table now 
and quit handling it." 
Creamy satin on the dark table. "Never 
mind, darling," she whispered to Stephen. 
Mother was sewing with long stitches, fixing 
a lining with padding underneath. And old 
Comstock was dead and couldn't feel it. 
Down under the ground, all the shine would 
wear off the coffin and the wood would rot. 
And the satin would be stained and damp; 
it would rot even before the cedar. Dad was 
smoothing the coffin, touching it with his 
fingers as if it were alive. 
"It's a good job," he said. "A damn good 
job." 
"It means ten dollars," said Pete. 
"Sure. We can buy some groceries for 
ten dollars. Potatoes and flour and stuff that 
will last. You kids can get along with the 
clothes you have till spring, and we'll make 
out." Dad was talking in a low voice, al­
most to himself. Spring, we can set in a crop; 
bound to have rain this summer. And with 
a couple more jobs .... " his eyes were 
dreamy, and he brushed a clear space on the 
floor around the coffin. "It shines real pret­
ty in the light, dont' it?" Well made; looks 
like it might have been bought." 
Mother handled the cloth as if it were 
holy. She touched it gently. Emily watched 
the lamplight shine on it, and noticed the 
way mother held it-as if she never wanted 
to tack it into the box. Emily wondered a 
little why mother's voice was sharp when she 
said, "It looks like nothing but a home made 
coffin, Dan Mackley, and wouldn't old High­
and-Mighty growl if he saw what he had to 
lie in?" 
Emily kicked her heels joyously. "A lot 
of good his money does him now," she said. 
"Will they bury his gold watch on him?" 
She couldn't help asking. She remembered 
so well the shiny bright gold, and how when 
he had taken it out and put it to his ear, she 
could imagine its ticking. Round it was, and 
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there was a solemn little gold owl on the 
gold link chain.· 
"Sure,' said Pete. It's a wonder they don't 
bury his library with him too. He never 
read it, and nobody else 'in the family will." 
Mother was fitting the cloth and the pad­
ding inside the coffin. Up on the wall hung 
a row of blackened pans. When they got 
ten dollars and when the road was clear 
enough to get to town and buy groceries, 
mother would take down the pans and bake 
bread and cook potatoes the way she liked. 
Now they had to be sparing and eat mostly 
salt pork and bread, but when they got the 
money, mother could have a bright fire in 
the range and make coffee in the coffee pot, 
and for a while the cold would be gone and 
.they would all be happy and laugh a little, 
and maybe Pete would take down his guitar 
and sing And there would be more oil for 
the lamps, so the room would be light. They 
wouldn't have to be like the Shamleys and 
the J asons and some of the other farmers who 
took their relief checks to Mainville every 
Saturday and had the clerks treat them like 
beggars. Dad would fix his tools carefully 
and gather up the shavings and left over bits 
and sit in the corner whittling. And some­
times there would be a lonely look in his 
eyes and he would say, as if he were answer­
ing someone who had asked, "Yes sir, that 
was a damn good job. More jobs like that 
and we'd be sitting pretty." And grandma, 
drinking coffee and eating dry toast in milk, 
wouldn't say anything, but her rockers would 
squeak, hell-fire, hell-fire, hell-fire, because 
Daddy had said "damn." And Stephen 
would lie against the cold wall and cry a lit­
tle and not eat, and his face would get more 
and more gray, and John Comstock would 
lie on satin; and when the ten dollars was 
gone, he would still wear a gold watch. 
"It isn't fair for him to be rich when we 
haven't anything!" Emily was startled by 
the sound of her own voice. "It isn't fair for 
him to lie on satin after he's dead, and Steph­
en not to have a bed!" 
"The last shall be first and the first shall 
be last in heaven. God will make all men 
equal according to their love of Him." 
Grandma's voice was like the wind, far away 
and ghostly. And Emily jumped off the 
couch. 
"What do I care about God? I want 
Stephen to have a bed and medicine. I want 
Stephen to get well!" Even to think of 
Stephen not getting well, made her voice 
catch in her throat. 
Pete had turned around and he was Jook­
ing at her, smiling faintly. She knew he was 
thinking about all the times grandma had 
said it was a sin for him to sit and read and 
· waste his life doing nothing. Mother said,
"Ssh! Emily!" but her voice was absent
minded, and her fingers were touching the
satin lightly. Dad didn't say anything. He
was tacking the lining carefully, his brows
puckered, concentrating on his work.
But grandma's voice rose like the wind 
·1 "Y again, and her rockers were s1 ent. ou 
listen to me, Emily, if the Lord takes Steph­
en it will be your doing. 'Thou shalt have 
no other Gods before me,' He said, and if 
you worship that boy like a Cod, t�e Lord 
will take him away." Her words trailed off, 
and before Emily could reply, Dad stood 
upright beside the coffin. 
"It's done!" he said. "Look at it shine. 
They couldn't have bought a better one." 
Pete frowned. "Looks to me like the old 
miser'll have to lie with his knees up. He's 
no giant, but I thought he was taller than 
that." Dad ·shook his head. He was smil­
ing proudly. Emily had to respect him now 
more than ever before. The coffin was hard­
ly rough looking aJ all, and it was satin lined. 
There was a hinged cover on it that hung at 
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the back.· Emily couldn't see Grandma from 
where she was, but she could feel her eyes 
staring out from the darkness at the coffin. 
Pete reached over and pushed it with his 
foot. "Well," he said, "here's where old 
Comstock will have his last ride." 
· "And you made it, Dan!" Mother smiled
a little. "Ten dollars-" she began, and 
stopped. 
Suddenly everything seemed to be listen­
ing, as the wind whistled and the snow 
slapped the window panes. In the distance, 
coming nearer and nearer, Emily could hear 
the sound of harness bells. Silver sounding, 
they were, bringing noise and a kind of 
ghostly gaiety to the quiet hill. Driving the 
sleigh would be Bob Comstock, red faced 
and square, she knew. He would stop in the 
yard with a flourish and tell them the news 
from home; how Aunt Ann had telephoned 
from New Yark and Reverend Clauson 
would speak at the service. Emily laughed 
to herself, thinking that while Reverend 
Clauson was saying, "John Comstock was a 
good man, a God-fearing American citizen," 
John Comstock would lie theer in the cold 
country church in Dad's coffin-their coffin. 
"Well, here they come," said Pete. The 
bells were louder. They stopped in the yard, 
and heavy feet stamped up the porch steps. 
Dad on his work bench, one hand resting 
lightly upon the box. Wide, and not too 
deep. Warmly lined. When the d�or 
opened, Emily lifted Stephen and held him 
so the wind wouldn't blow on him. Grand­
ma had inched her chair almost to the edge 
of the shadows, and Bob Comstock's fur 
trimmed coat brushed coldly by her. He 
said "How do," to everyone at once, and be­
gan talking in a loud, hearty voice. 
"Of course," he said, "if it hadn't been for 
the storm we'd have had the funeral in the 
city. Father would have wanted that prob-
ably, but as it is-and mother has been ill 
ever since-there's nothing to do except 
make the best of . . . .  " 
Making conversation to cover up the dif­
ference between his thick coat and this thread­
bare room. Thinking probably, "My God, 
what a place; what a bunch of people!" 
Talking with forced cheeriness for poor folks 
who didn't pertend any more, but just sat 
and watched him with hungry eyes. Emily 
drew back in resentful silence as John Com­
stock's son passed her. 
He looked at the coffin and dad watched 
him anxiously. "It's a porfessional job," 
Dad explained, hovering over his work. 
The young man nodded impatiently. Pete 
turned his back and opened his book again, 
but he didn't turn the pages, Emily noticed. 
"It's good enough," Bob Comstock said. 
"More or less of a makeshift, but it'll do. 
Mother was afraid we'd have to put him in 
a packing box. She wanted a coffin of some 
kind." 
Dad frowned and fingered the satin. 
"Well," Bob Comstock's voice was calm 
and assured, "I'll load it in the sleigh. You," 
he pointed to Pete, "give me a hand here." 
Then suddenly he paused, and his eyes slid 
along the smoothl surfaces. "Say, wait a 
minute!" he said. 
Pete had risen and Dad was putting the 
cover down, but there was a strange expres­
sion on Bob Comstock's face. "Look here," 
he said, "what were the measurements for 
,that?" 
Dad fumbled in his pockets for the paper 
and Emily shook the blanket on the couch, 
but it was mother who found it, tucked into 
her sewing basket. "Here it is," she said. 
"Those are exactly what I used," put in 
Dad eagerly, and he clasped and unclasped 
his hands as he watched Bob Comstock read 
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the written instructions. For a whole minute 
there was no sound except the distant wind 
and then the young man shouted, "You took 
them down wrong! You're over six inches, 
posisbly seven, off. It's too short!" 
"My God!" breathed Pete, so softly that 
scarcely anyone heard. His book slipped to 
the floor and he looked at Mother, neither 
of them saying anything. 
Six or seven inches! Emily looked again 
at the coffin. It was small-small enough 
for a child almost. Again she pictured John 
Comstock-short, but straight and well built, 
wearing a gold watch. The fire flickered in 
the stove and flashed on a row of blackened 
pots and pans hanging above the stove. Dad 
stood, thin and bewildered, beside his work 
bench. "I wrote them down the way you 
said," he insisted, "I had them all down on 
the paper." 
Bob Comstock rose abruptly. Hi& expres­
sion seemed to show that he was tired of poor 
people, and defeated eyes watching his fur 
trimmed coat. "Can't help that," he said 
briskly; "Can't possibly use it. We'll make 
out some way-maybe we can wait until they 
clear the roads." He draw a blue slip of 
paper out of his pocket. "You see, Mr. 
Mackley, here are my measurements, correct, 
just as I read them to you. An unfortunate 
mistake." 
Pete stood1 up, slowly straightening his 
shoulders. "I'll give you a hand out to the 
sleigh with it then." 
Bob Comstock shook his head. Emily 
hated the carefully restrained impatience in 
his manner, and the magnanimous smile on 
his mouth. "Never mind," he said. "There'll 
be no use for it. You'd better keep the wood 
for your work." 
No use for it. Satin lining and fragrant 
wood. He was going to the door, stepping 
out into the cold air, leaving the gray room 
behind. No ten dollars. No light, not for 
a long time, only coldness and people with 
drawn, white faces staring at each other in the 
lamplight. "Old John Cornstalk-" the 
words came again, but now they were mock­
ing her. Small. Too small. Nobody said 
anything because there was nothing to say. 
Only Grandma, her rockers chanting, "You 
weren't meant to make it, you weren't meant 
to make it . . .  ," and the sound of bells, clear 
and musical as the sleigh drove out of the 
yard. 
Pete moved restlessly and his voice was 
dull. "What the hell can we do with the 
thing?" 
Mother shook her head. She put her face 
down on her arms, and her rough hands 
played with a tiny scrap of left over satin. No 
one looked at Dad standing alone beside the 
coffin. His shoulders weer slumped, _and his 
hands were hanging at his sides as if they 
were useless things. 
Across the room Stephen stirred in his 
sleep· and began to cry in a small, gasping 
voice. Emily went over to him quietly and 
lifted him up. The wall seemed colder and 
the chairs were hard. Everything in the 
room was dull and sad and cold. Only one 
thing gleamed warmly, and all the light 
seemed to center about it-the satin lined 
coffin, remote and faint! y disdainful, and 
much too fine for the room. 
Emily put Stephen back into his blankets. 
Slowly she walked over to the coffin. She 
put her finger on it gently, and rubbed the 
smooth surface. She turned to Pete and 
spoke thoughtfully, forming the words in her 
mind as she said them. 
"It's soft," she said, "And it's warm, and 
it looks nice. Doesn't it look nice near the 
stove, Pete? Right there, with the cover 
hanging down at the back." Pete scowled 
and tilted back to see her face, but she was 
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touching the box again. Then she turned 
and slowly walked across the room. She 
stood for a moment, looking down at Step­
hen. Carefully she lifted him and walked 
over to the coffin. Now it seemed proud no 
longer, but the friendliest thing imaginable 
-protection against night and cold and
everything-even death. Grandma saw her
and looked up sharply.
"Don't do it!" she cried. "It's a bad sign. 
It's sign against God! l'ts sure death! " 
"Emily!" said mother, "The satin-" and 
she stopped. 
"It's a bad sign!" Grandma was insistent. 
"He'll never live till spring, Emily, mark 
my words. You'll kill him with your wick­
edness." 
In Emily's mind, Grandma's words reced­
ed to. an insignificant background for the 
. song her heart was singing. Carefully and 
surely she walked across the room and bent 
ove rthe shining box. Her whole self seemed 
somehow to be filled with warmth, and "Old 
John Cornstalk" sounded through her brain, 
a triumphal chant. 
Slowly she tucked the blankets around 
Stephen and pressed his hand agains the 
smooth satin. He had stopped crying now, 
and he looked up at her; Emily thought she 
saw a faint smile flicker over his lips. Pete 
leaned over and grinned, and he looked less 
pale and almost happy. Mother touched the 
baby's hair and said, "Hungry, Stevie?" 
The lamp flickered and gleamed brightly. 
It was almost out of oil, but it would shine 
this way until at last its flame would sputter 
and die. Far in the distance you could hear 
the mournful sound of the wind, and even 
farther, it seemed, the creak of rockers. Dad 
touched the coffin lightly and handled the 
hinges on the cover. 
"A good job," he said, and there was the 
old proud look in his eyes. "A damn good 
job." Back of him on the wall, his shadow 
moved, thin and ghostly. Emily smiled at 
it bravely. Now she was not afraid. 
The Feathers 
By lRvrn STOCK
Second Prize Short Story 
W
ILL YOU please let me have fifteen 
cents for the children's milk, Mr. 
Feather," Mrs. Feather said. Then 
she added, twisting her lips, "If you can spare 
that much for a lady who's only your wife. 
Remember my dear, I'll have to spend it all 
at once. The whole fifteen cents at one pur­
chase. Can you stand it, Mr. Feather?" 
Sudden! y her voice changed. "Every hour 
of every day I have to come to you for 
money. Every day when the butcher brings 
the meat, I have to go into the store and ask 
you for money before the whole crowd. 
Even when I go down town with Rose or Ida 
I have to come begging to you. Don't you 
think they can't see how it is just as well as 
I can. Don't think they aren't laughing at 
me behind my back. 'Did you see Clara 
standing near the cash register and waiting 
for her husband? Isn't it just too funny?' 
I know what they say. And then you come 
over with that soft little smile of yours and 
act the martyred husband. Oh, it would be 
so easy! All you have to do is give me a 
certain amount every week, say twenty-five, 
and I'd never have to bother you a bit. The 
money goes anyway. It goes anyway. No! 
You're so afraid your-Oh, I'm sick and 
tired of it, that's all!" 
Mr. Feather was exactly as tall as his wife, 
but where she was thick shouldered and solid, 
he was frail. He had long good-natured 
lips, large eyes and large ears. His hand was 
perpetually at his hollow-seeming chest (it 
looked as tho it were supporting it), and his 
skin was white and soft, flabby, tho now there 
were two red spots on his cheeks. The rims 
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of his eyes were wet. He stood up. With 
his thin, blue-veined hand he pushed his wife 
on the shoulder. 
"Get away!" he said, "Get away!" His 
voice grew suddenly shrill. "Get away be­
fore I go crazy!" 
"Why-" 
"Oh, get away! You don't know what 
you're talking about. You don't realize. 
Have you asked about the store? Do you 
know how near we are to closing up? Clara! 
Now you come to me for money! Oh, just 
don't nag. Just leave me alone. All I ask 
is leave me alone." 
That was in the afternoon and all the rest 
of the day there was a heaviness in the air, 
a quiet and a dullness, that seemed to come 
from Mr. Feathers in waves, and enveloped 
the rooms behind the store where they lived, 
the people in them. No one spoke of what 
had interested them before, of the weather, 
of nosey Aunt Harriet's new baby, of Lillian 
Harris, the friendly girl next door who was 
going to Boston on Sunday. No one men­
tioned that today was Helen's ninth birthday, 
nor noticed that she and Stanley neglected 
their piano lessons. There was something 
strange in the house. When they did talk, 
it was softly, as softly as when Stanley and 
his sister came home for lunch and found Mr. 
Feather taking a nap. 
And Mr. Feather spoke to no one, but sat 
alone in the store, and stared at the grey 
ceiling. All the time there were the two 
strange red spots on his cheeks, which if he 
smiled to a customer, made him look ill. His 
eyes were red-rimmed and he had tiny 
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wrinkles all about ·them. When customers 
spoke to him, he rubbed his bald head and 
didn't understand. They repeated what they 
had said, more loudly. Then he said, "Oh, 
yes! " and he smiled and looked ill. 
It was nine o'clock at night. Stanley, who 
was a year older than his sister, lay between 
crisp, clean-feeling sheets with his hands un­
der his head. Over near the wall that had 
the window was Helen's bed, and her feet, 
sticking out over the side, were wriggling. 
Their bedrooms was above the street, and 
whenever an automobile passed, a patch of 
light flowed up Stanley's wall and across the 
�eiling. Stanley was watching this and think­
mg. 
"What are you going to be, Helen?" he 
asked. His voice was soft and confidential. 
He never spoke to her of serious things ex­
cept at night, for in the day-time she laughed 
at him. 
"A teacher," she said, "because a teacher 
never has to get married, or wash floors, or 
do dishes, or-" 
"I'm going to be a chauffeur." 
"What?" she asked. 
"I'm going to be a chauffeur, a chauffeur."
"Oh. But you're too young to know what 
you want." (Last week Mrs. Feather had 
said that when Stanley wanted his hair trim­
med instead of cut short. And now Helen 
kept repeating it every time she had the 
chance. She was always putting on airs. 
Sometimes she made believe she was Stan­
ley's mother and tried to make him finish his 
cereal, and eggs, and milk when he left them 
over.) 
But Stanley pretended he hadn't heard. 
"I'm going to be a chauffeur. Harry Gom­
mel's father has one with a blue uniform. 
And whenever Harry wants to go to the li­
brary, the chauffeur takes him. 
He thought a while. Then he said, "I 
could be a chauffeur right now if I didn't 
have to go to school." 
"Yes, but you have to know how to drive," 
Helen said. "You can't drive or anything." 
"I can too! I know all about the gears 
and the clutch. Harry's chauffeur showed us 
the other day." He sat up in bed, and his 
hands grasped an imaginary steering wheel. 
"Look! First I push the gear down." He 
pushed it down. "Th<?n I push it up on this 
side. Look! Then I push it straight down. 
Aw, you weren't looking." He lay down 
again, feeling hot and irritated. She wasn't 
looking one bit. 
Outside the light-spotted street was alive 
with noises. Stanley could hear a car trying 
to start. Over and over the motor strained 
and raced, and finally there was a spurt and 
then the car began to purr steadily. Soon 
the sound faded away. There was a boy 
selling tomorow's paper. "Mo'nin' Ameri­
can! Mo'nin' American!" And then a truck 
with a shrill rattle rolled by, and a patch of 
light flew up the wall and across the ceiling. 
As he listened to the street Stanley pressed 
hard and often on a make-believe clutch and 
pushed away at the gears. He did so know 
how to drive. And soon he grew tired of 
that, and, kept awake by the noises outside, 
he just stared at the ceiling. Little by little, 
he fell into a dream. He dreamed of the 
time when he, too, would wear a blue uni­
form. He would sit in the front of a big 
red car and he would step all the way down 
on the gas. That would make the car go 
very quickly. In his dream he saw his car 
speeding along at straight, flat highway. But 
suddenly it wasn't straight. It curved in and 
out. And suddenly it wasn't flat. It ran up 
a steep hill and down, and up another and 
down. He gripped the steering wheel so 
tightly in his dream that under the covers his 
hands clenched. There was a pleasant, warm 
excitement in his blood. 
Just then he heard footsteps in his parents' 
bedroom ( that was right next to his) and 
someone cautiously opened the door. It was 
his mother. She put her head in and the 
gleam that came with the door's opening 
14 THE FLAMINGO 
widened. Stanley watched her head and 
when it looked in his direction, he jumped 
up. 
"Look," he said. "I'm awake." 
"Oh, you are?" Mrs. Feather said. "Well, 
you'd better get to sleep in a hurry. It's 
half-past eleven." 
"Helen's awake, too," he told her. 
His mother enteerd and softly walked to 
Helen's bed. 
"No," she said. "Helen's fast asleep. 
Now turn over on the other side and go to 
sleep yourself. Go on. Tomorrow you 
won't be able to lift your· head." She went 
out, leaving the door open slightly. He 
heard her talking to his father. And then he 
heard shoes dropping to the floor. In a 
moment the light coming from the next room 
went out and Mrs. Feather appeared at the 
door. 
"Go to sleep, now," she said, and she 
opened the door wide. That was so she and 
Mr. Feather could see into his room. She 
returned to her bed and Stanley heard the 
springs squeak. 
But Helen was awake. He had just been 
talking to her. 
"Helen," he whispered, "are you awake?" 
There was no answer from Helen's bed, 
not even a stir. 
"You are. so awake," he said, and this 
time not in a whisper. "I know." 
There was not a sound from her bed. 
"I know," he went on, "I saw you." He 
was greatly iritrated at her persistence. 
"Come on, now, Helen, don't lie." 
At that moment his father ap,Eeared in the 
doorway. The light from the street fell full 
on his face and on the upper part of his body. 
There was a dull gleam from his bald head, 
but the light made his face haggard with 
shadows. 
"Stop that talking, "he whispered, and his 
teeth were clenched. It was as tho he were 
in pain and were holding back a scream. 
"Stop it now!" 
r 
"But she's awake." 
"Stop it, I say! It's time you learned to 
do as you're told." He turned to go. Then 
he spoke over his shoulder. "If you wake 
her up, you'll get for once in your life, what 
you deserve." 
Stanley looked at the ceiling while his 
father spoke. He made believe he had an 
itch and tried to scratch his back. He knew 
his father. His father only talked. And 
Helen was awake. Maybe she could fool 
some people, but she couldn't fool him. Then 
his father was gone, he waited a moment, 
then he crawled over in his bed to the corner 
nearest Helen and whispered again, "Helen, 
are you awake?" 
At once his sister turned over, gave a little 
moan, and sat up. He knew it. The little 
liar. 
"See? I knew it all the time." 
The only sound from the next room was 
the abrupt squeak of springs. Stanley lay 
back, annoyed. And then, at the door, he 
saw his father's face, holding the light from 
the window. Mr. Feather said not a word. 
But he walked over to Stanley's bed and, 
blindly, with all his might, he struck him on 
the cheek. Again and again he hit him. On 
the head, on the shoulder, on the chest. His 
whole day's burden of anger he loosed on his 
son, while Stanley screamed with fright and 
pain. His mother ran in · on her bare feet 
and tried to pull Mr. Feather away. 
'Think!" she yelled shrilly, and the yel­
low street light gleamed in her hair. "Think 
what you're doing!" In her bed Helen, too, 
was crying with fear. 
Finally, with a grunt, Mr. Feather, stop­
ped. "Learn from that, boy!" he said. 
His voice was thick and hoarse, and his 
breath came short. Then, pushing Mrs. 
Feather aside, he walked back to his bed, fell 
in, and covered himself. He lay on his back, 
as his son had done, but he did not think. 
His mind was in a tumult and his heart beat 
so violently it· seemed to be dashing itself 
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against his chest. His breath came quick and 
short and his body moved with its rythm. 
Every once in a while a patch of light flowed 
across the ceiling. 
In the other room Mrs. Feather tried to 
console Stanley. She smoothed his hair back. 
She stroked his cheek. And she murmured 
"Now ... now ... now ... " without ceas­
ing But he screamed, he screamed, and when 
his breath was gone, he sobbed. He would 
not accept his mother's caresses. He pushed 
her hand away and he turned toward the 
wall. 
"I don't want you," he shrilled. "I don't 
want anybody!" And the bed shook with his 
sobs. There was a great, stomach-burning 
fear in his body. 
At last Mrs. Feather rose and with a soft, 
"Now, now," went back to her bed. Then, 
Helen in Stanley's room became still and the 
only sound was Stanley's weeping. For a 
while Mrs. Feather lay without a word. 
Finally, not turning toward her husband, she 
whispered, "Like a murderer!" 
He said nothing, but stared silently up­
ward. 
"You half-killed him," she said. "You 
half-killed your own son. My God!" Again 
she was still. Then, "What did he do? 
What terirble crime did he commit that he 
should be so punished? My God! How can 
a father beat his own son like that? We're 
not savages. We're not madmen. The 
world has grown out of such things." She 
took a breath. "Like a murderer!" she said. 
With a groan he leapt from the bed and 
walked over to the window. "Stop talking 
for a minute!" He ran his hand across the 
top of his head. He heard his son moaning 
in the next room. Outside the noises had 
died down and the sound of it came clearly 
through the door. Mr. Feather looked out 
of the window and he noticed that it had 
begun to rain. He knew it by the gleaming 
streaks that cut through the lamp-light on the 
corner of Rose and Jackson Streets, and by 
the drops that appeared on the window. Yet 
it conveyed no thought to his mind. His 
mind was empty, dull. But when a drop of 
rain from the open top of the window struck 
him on the shoulder, he suddenly remem­
bered that he must shut the window in the 
next room or Helen would get wet. He 
breathed heavily and walked into Stanley's 
room. Dimly he saw the outline of Stanley's 
body on the bed opposite the door. Stanley 
had grown quiet when his father entered, but 
the bed still heaved with his sobs. Mr. 
Feather shut the window. Then, after hesi­
tating a moment, he walked back to his room. 
But he did not go to bed. He went to the 
window again. He stood there and stared at 
the street. 
Then, suddenly, fo rno reason at all, he 
thought of the pictures Stanley used to draw 
when he was very small. Little men with 
sticks for limbs, and animals and houses. 
And as he remembered, a lump came to his 
throat. He had put them all away. 
"When you are a man," he had told Stan­
ley, "I'll show you them." 
And Stanley had become impatient. "How 
old must I be daddy?" he'd asked. 
Mr. Feather had said twenty. "Twenty, 
Stanley. You'll have to wait a while." 
At that the boy had stamped his foot. 
He'd said, "I want to be twenty right now." 
A drop of rain fell on Mr. Feather's cheek 
and at the same time Mrs. Feather sat up 
and the springs squeaked. 
"You'll catch cold standing there," she 
said. There was an uneasiness stirring in her. 
"Come on to bed." 
But he hadn't heard. It seemed to him 
she was continuing her reproaches and he 
made no move. The thought of his son, the 
sound of, his weeping, filled him with a. vast, 
aching remorse. He placed a hand on the 
sill and leaned his forehead against the glass. 
He remembered how he had raised his hand 
to strike Stanley. He remembered the feel 
of his son's body against it. And at the 
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thought that Stanley lay in the next room 
hating him, a wave of fear thrilled his body. 
With sweating hands, he went through the 
door and into Stanley's bed. He lay down 
in it gently and drew the heavy, sobbing body 
of his son away from the wall, towards his 
own. In a husky voice he said, "Hello, big 
boy." And it yielded and moved, sniffling, 
closer. 
He held Stanley close to him for a long 
time. For a long time he lay there with 
Stanley's head on his arms, watching the rare 
lights on the ceiling, watching the rain. And 
when Stanley was asleep, he moved his arm 
gently out. Then, slowly, he got off the 
bed, and on tiptoe went back to his own. He 
lay down again and covered himself. He 
turned on one side and closed his eyes. But 
the rain had stopped and all the stores had 
closed on Jackson street before he fell asleep. 
Of· Such Substance 
By JANE MAYHALL 
Third Prize Short Story 
A
LL YEAR the world is the same, but in 
Spring it turns stranger. Unfamiliar 
smells touch a man as he walks famil­
iar streets. Strange forgotten music swells 
in his ears till he feels that he must burst with 
the sound. The sharp-sweetness of rebirth 
is upon him and he feels the strength of 
muscle, bone, and flesh. The poisons of his 
life melt and are lost in the clean fragrance 
of a young earth. All the year he has 
watched the life outside rise and fall like an 
ageless river, but in the Spring he must re­
turn to it. He must recapture old decaying 
memories and make them young again; he 
must hear the silent echoes of his life grow 
loud in his youth. He has slept a fitful 
slumber and he must now awaken and recog­
nize his brothers. 
The thin ray of early Spring sunlight 
crawls on its belly through open doorways 
and sticks its long white nose into dusty corn­
ers. The increasing clang of morning traf­
fic shakes the eardrum of the street. Men 
arise unwillingly from soft warm beds, shiv­
ering in the damp mist of sleep. School-boys 
growl in loud healthy yawns and blink stup­
idly like plump alleycats at the pulpy vapid 
sunlight. Swaybacked old women walk 
quietly along dim hallways and the thin 
edges of their mouths smile slyly. They re­
member, somehow, a new blade of grass, a 
leaf, a tree, an odor of some far-flung life 
and time. 
This is the world of Isaac Baer, the proud 
Jew. This is the world of the living flesh 
and the senses, the world of the heart-beat 
and the voice. In his gray shop he sits and 
sees nothing of this world, yet he knows it 
all. His hands may swoop wide like eagle 
wings and gather into him the breath, the 
pulse of moving, walking, tangible men. His 
eyes see into the eternal youth of their being. 
All day he sits in his shop, cutting deeply 
into granite and stone, depictingt with his 
hands and chisel, images of death and cold 
secret immortality. For a long time he has 
sat within this shop selling shiny gray tomb­
stones, and when he thinks of this, a great 
glorious burble of laughter breaks open his 
throat, for he knows there is no death, there 
can be no death. The stone itself is a symbol 
of life, of everlastingness. 
Isaac Baer walks through the street, look­
ing into fat glutted show windows. This is 
my street, he says. This is my street which 
has no trees, but is filled with sleek stream­
lined advertising windows and neon signs. 
As he passes, he sees his reflection in the 
long clean glasses. How beautiful I am as 
I walk, he says. How beautifully my arms 
swing, and my legs push forward. I need 
not watch where I am going, for I know the 
street well. My father knew this street and 
I know this street. I have sat with my feet 
in the gutter, feeling the curling mud water 
sift gently between my toes. I know this 
street well. And that was in the Spring, and 
I am in the Spring and I am in the Spring 
and there is neither beginning nor ending to 
either time. 
He stops before a window. He sees an 
automobile, a bright lean creature, lying in 
silver stomach, eager to be away, restless for 
humming journey. A man says to Isaac, 
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"Yeah, it's a great invention." 
"Invention! You call that invention!" 
Isaac screams. "You are a fool! That is 
art. The man who made that was an artist. 
He had the divine fire in his brain! He 
knew. My God, he knew what it was!" 
All afternoon Isaac thinks about the auto­
mobile. Smooth ... gliding ... rolling ... 
flowing ... motion. I could have thought 
of that, he says. I could have done that. 
God! the glory, the triumph! If I could 
have been first! The glory of me! 
He trembles at the idea of being himself 
the man who had created, and as the after­
noon grows old, he is sick with warm brood­
ing lust to display a might and power, to 
render with his hands and body the all-suf­
ficient strength of his soul. 
Isaac is living in the Spring. . . 
All day he walks, feet striking the concrete 
loudly, but the echoing sounds faintly plop­
ping among the street noises like the break­
ing of thin bubbles. The cling of a bicycle 
bell, scratch and wheeze of rusty pedals, 
voices thin and round, all in the pressing 
soaking warmth of earth and sunlight. 
"Ya wanta git hurt?" 
"Heck, yeah." 
"All right, I'll hurtcha in a minute." 
"The heck you will." 
Here are the faces I know. I have not 
seen them before, but I knew they were 
there. This is the face of a negro who eats 
an apple, bright teeth moving up and down, 
long black misty-bearded jaw. These ar.e the 
well-powdered faces of many women, the 
fragrant powdered faces jutting out silver in 
the light like new tea-spoons. Here are the 
fat silken joyls of men who have eaten too 
much. These are the faces I know, I know. 
From somewhere in the pale silence of 
evening comes the long tierd fl.utter of a boy's 
call. "Ehy Joe, ah-eh, Joe-eh!" 
Come now, my brother, and let us sit be�: 
fore the artificial park-pool and talk of stars 
which fall like homeless pond-lilies into the 
sad rustling waters. Let us write a poem to 
the budding and growth of geraniums whose 
bodies shall fill the earth with a bright red 
rolling flame. Let us tune our throats to the 
pitch of far-off moving willows, and the drip­
drip of silver moon-milk as it sinks into 
curved hills and squared cities. Let us know 
all things, my brother, and in that knowledge 
be glad that we share the universe together 
and not alone. ·
At night he treads the dark on uneven 
pavements and looks in windows at strangers. 
Before I .die, he says, I shall have tasted 
everything in life. There is nothing I shall 
leave behind. I will have it all. I will have 
the loveliness and flesh of woman and re­
member the cool piety of sainthood. I will 
touch sin with one hand and godliness with 
the other, and know that I possess them both. 
I have stunk with rotten tobacco; I have 
vomited poison whiskey; I have lived and 
loved in the senses; there are other things to 
have. I will have them. I will create a 
beauty so amazing that men shall fall down 
upon their knees before it. The voice of my 
ancestors will arise in my fingers. 
He stands before: a synagogue and the 
hungry weeping music of the organ fills his 
body with a passionate thirst and desire. He 
says, this is religion and religion is poetry 
and one is not without the other. The rabbi 
and his white beard is a poem. He is a Jew, 
and my father is a Jew, and I am a Jew. And 
so was Christ. And I am a Jew. And so was 
Christ. I am not a myth; he is not a myth. 
I am an artist, he says. Shall I spent my 
life carving stone bookmarks to enlighten the 
living about the dead? And what is there 
to be known? What is there to be under­
stood A name. A date. What time? 
What day Wheer were you interrupted and 
what were you doing with the gift of motion 
and heart-beat? 
He walks back to his shop, hands aching 
with a hard tense want. He says, I will ere-
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ate the face· of a Jew, the greatest Jew of all 
times. I will put the surge and mass of the 
world into the face of Christ, the world he 
knew when his feet touched the earth and 
his hands touched the living . For he was 
all. He was the joy and the pain, the 
struggle and the peace, the noise and the 
silence ... all concord, all discord. 
Outside the footfalls of men pasing strike 
woodenly upon the still night. The crunch 
of a chisel, the tap of a mallet. Outside the 
yellowed silver of a street light falls across 
the pavements like the bass string of an old 
harp. Contour of a face on stone, of stone, 
in stone. 
Across the street, a woman sits hunched 
over a piano. "Down the River of Golden 
Dr-ee-e-ams . . .  Whang!" Oh softly 
whang into the night, sound and your fingers. 
Oh softly whang out your heart ... "Golden 
Dr-ee-e-ams ! " so that I may understand 
you and all men, so that I may work. 
Oh God, let me weld with my hands that 
which I cannot speak with my mouth. Let 
this be miracle, let me be miracle. 
Day is born in Blood-dew of a sunrise. 
Isaac has finished. Isaac leans back and 
listens to men arise from warm beds. It is 
perfect, he says. A long time he looks at the 
statue before him, as though to wrest out the 
core and soul of it, to tear it apart with all the 
love and hunger of a creator. 
And at length there comes to him a knowl­
edge, a slow bewildering knowledge which 
confounds and staggers his brain. This face 
before him, yes, this is the face of roaring 
trains, of Spring worlds weeping new seed 
and new life, of struggle, of peace, of con­
cord, of discord. This is the thing he has 
meant to do. This is the face he has known 
and seen and believed. And this is the ear 
and eye and mouth of Isaac Baer, the proud 
Jew, the proud Christ! 
The life outside rolls by like an ageless 
river. The Spring grows in its warmth. In­
side Isaac Baer sits with the divine, with the 
deity, with himself. 
GROVER MORGAN 
336 E. Park Avenue 
Watches Regulated Free 
Watchmaker - Jeweler - Engraver 
Complete Line 
Parker Pens Ronson Lighters 
Hamilton and Elgin Watches 
COLONIAL STORE PHONE 402 
Curtis & O'Neal Co., Inc. 
"Orlando's Oldest Insurance Agency" 
EARLE DUKES, Manager 
Phone 5012 : 37 E. Pine St. 
ORLANDO, FLORIDA 
YOU WILL HA VE MISSED OR­
LANDO'S GREATEST TREAT IF 
YOU HA VE NOT DINED AT 
SHARKEY'S 
Restaurant 
THF. GOWN SHOP 
01'' WINTER PARK 
Featuring smart and distinctive clothes 
for the college girl 
Phillips Bldg. 358 Park Ave. 
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OH ·14, THE COLONEL LEFT ' WELL, CHUBBINS - I 
I-IIS TOBACCO I-IEQE:, 1-1� LEARNED ABOUT 
TOLD ME HE �AS IT ; Ml)(-UPS OF ALI.-
SPECIALLY Ml)(EO UP , t SOl21'S '1'E:AR5 AGO 
FOR HIMS5L'F. NOW ' ' WHEN HORSELESS 
WHAT ARE 'l'OU CAl<RlAGES WERE 








ANNABELLE'_ YOU DON� -
KNOW IT, BUT YOU'RE ABOUT 
TO WITNESS 11-IE MOST 
SURPRISIN' 1\-IING 
· YOU EVER <oAW !
'YOU'LL. BE 
AMAZE0,1 
Meet the prince of pipe tobaccos - Prince Albert 
Introduce yourself to Prince Albert 
at our risk. Prove to yourself that 
there is no other tobacco like P. A. 
As a tobacco fancier, notice how 
P. A.'s "crimp cut" makes for a 
longer, cooler smoke. Enjoy steady 
pipe-smoking that doesn't bite the 
tongue. See how evenly Prince Albert 
cakes in your pipe. How mellow and 
fragrant and comforting it isl Prince 
Albert is the largest-selling smoking 
tobacco in the world. Try it at our 
risk. Below is our man-to-man offer. 
P. A.'s grand "mak.in's" too. 
OUR OFFER TO PIPE SMOKERS 
"You must be pleased" 
Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert. If you don't find it 
the mellowest, tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the 
pocket tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us at any time with­






RoBBINS, '10U Ml')(. UP THIS NEW 
O.\EMICAL OF MINE WliH "THE GASOLINE:
IN YOUR AUiOMOBILE - t KNOW IT 
WILL l�CREASE YOUR Sf:>EE.D 75 
PER CENT - MAt--1, IT WILL MAia: 
US RlCH J l'LL LET 't'OU IN ON IT 
. 
I 
D A 04ANCE AT A FOR"TVNE 
SE OF A Ml)(..•UP. 8UT 
L9ERT IS NO UN"iRIED 
T. ITS COMBlt-1£D RIQ-\NES� 
FLAVOR, AND MELLOWNESS 
AQE EVERYTHING A 
:ANTSIN 
50 pipefuls of 
fragrant tobacco in every 
2-oz. tin of Prince Albert 
For Years -
BAKER'S have had a part in 
outfitting the better dressed men 
on the campus. 
We hope to merit the con­
tinued patronage of men who 
care and are particular about 
their clothes. 







Where Low Prices 
Do Not Change 
Quality Standards 
In Distinctive Apparel 
Rollins Press Store 
Stationery, School Supplies 
Greeting· Cards 
Office Supplies 
A 11.d 111' a11·y Novel Items
310 E. Park Ave. \,Vinter Park, Fla. 
LIFE-TIME FURNITURE 
In the course of our business history, 
our prices have frequently varied with 
buying and selling conditions. But 
NEVER have our quality standards been 
lowered to meet the demands of price 
hysteria! 
Dealer Jl!/e111/Jer of t!te Gra11d Rapids 
F·1tr11itttre Makers' Gttild 
Libby Furniture Co. 
Midway Between Orlando and Winter Park 
See Lite New Perrydell 
FLOWER HOLDER 
A disti11ctive C!tristmas 
gift, attractively packed 
MANUFACTURED A, D FOR SALE BY 
TELEPHONE 5461, 22 E. GORE AVE. 
Florida's Fi11est Gift S!top 
HART SW ALSTEAD 
JEWELER 
SAN JUAN HOTEL BUILDING 
Phone 7574 Orlando, Florida 







ARGEST and busiest soda
fountain in town serving 
plain a n  cl fancy clrinks­
sanclwiches-hot chocolate and 
that good Silex coffee made 
fresh every hour. 
V"1-IITMANS A D NUNNALLYS 
CANDY 
Henry Lander 
T !te Smile Factory 
PHONE 101 FOR SUDDEN SERVICE 
THE ORANGE PRESS, WINTER PARK 

